50 deep into the past and forward as far as the seventh root
race; Katsimbalis would take me on his monologues to
Mt Athos, to Pelion and Ossa, to Leonidion and Monem-
vasiaj Durrell would set my mind whirling with Pytha-
gorean adventures; a* little Welshman, just back from
Persia, would drag me over the high plateaus and deposit
me in Samarkand where I would meet the headless horse-
man called Death. All the Englishmen I met were always
coming back from somewhere, some island, some monas-
tery, some ancient ruin, some place of mystery. I was so
bewildered by all the opportunities lying before me that
I was paralyzed.
Then one day Seferiades and Katsimbalis introduced
me to the painter Ghika. I saw a new Greece, the quint-
essential Greece which-the artist had abstracted from the
muck and confusion of time, of place, of history. I got a
bi-focal slant on this world which was now making me
giddy with names, dates, legends. Ghika has placed him-
self in the center of ail time, in that self-perpetuating
Greece which has no borders, no limits, no age. Ghika's
canvases are as fresh and clean, as pure and naked of all •
pretense, as the sea and light which bathes the dazzling
islands. Ghika is a seeker after light and truth: ffis paint-
ings go beyond the Greek world. It was Ghika's painting
which roused me from my bedazzled stupor. A week or
so later we all boarded the boat at Piraeusto go to Hydra
where Ghika had his ancestral home. Seferiades and Kat-
simbalis were jubilant: they had not had a holiday in ages.
It was late Fall, which means that the weather was beau-
tifully mild. Towards noon we came within sight of the
island of Poros. "We had been having a bite on deck—one
of those impromptu meals which Katsimbalis loves to put
away at any hour of the day or night, when he is in good
fettle. I suppose Pll never again experience the warmth'
of affection which surrounded me that morning as we

